The Progress of the Race

fashion, and the box, vigilant as a sheep-
dog, ran along the edges to prevent the
flowers from trespassing into the path. It
was there that I was taught the names and
habits of the independent foragers whom
we do not condescend to notice, regarding
them as mere vulgar flies, maleficent wasps,
^or stupid coleoptera. And yet, beneath the
double pair of wings that characterise it
in the insect world, each one of these con-
ceals its own plan of life, its own utensils,
its own idea of a destiny that is always
difficult and often marvellous. First there
come the nearest kindred of our domestic
honey-fly, the thickset, hairy humble-bee,
occasionally small in size, but, as a rule,
enormous, and covered, like primitive man,
with a formless fur, which rings of copper
and cinnabar encircle. They are still half-
barbarous : they ravish the calyces, destroying
them if they resist, and push through the
satin veils of the corollas like a cave-bear that
might have forced its way into the silken,
pearl-bestrewn tent of a Byzantine princess.

By their side, larger than the largest of
them,   there   passes   a   monster   clothed   in
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